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EMBRYO. . +e elIOW, ccvoelt so OA... BB, ld «TOLD «2 0 . 


Welcome to the second issue of 'Embryo",the magazine that eats people, 
Thanks met go. to wll of you who bought the first issue,tims making it 
possible to produce a second,end also to the many people who helped or 
tried to help in its’ procuction.The response has been pretty amazing, 
the sales of the first issue,I hope,warranting the inoroase in publication 
for this one.Thanks also to all those who contributed in any way to the 
actual literary content of this issue,The only standard we try to maintain 
in'Embryo" is one of quality,irrespective of form or subject matter, the 
quality being judged by a panel of the staff,rather than by one individual 
member, r 

Also,in passing,a few words about some people's objections to tho use of 
certain strootwords in cortain poems,(Ii's a pity that all the “INAUSIITY" 

ens were by the same naughty author.) All, excopt in one case, © 

"\fotherfuckers",in'When they’sce us coming®,which was used partly to 
complete the poen's contrasts,& partly because the word's meaning(s) were 
used in context with the rest of the poem) were used,not to shock anyone, 
not to give anyone a cheap thrill,not deliberately,but simply because thoy 
were written down as part of the poenm,as the poem was formilated,i.e, they 
were in perfect context. 

2 THE REAL OBSCENITY GOES ON ALL AROUND US,UNDER MANY DIFFERENT NAMES, 

; = (nice rhetoricymanynice.s se) 

Those of you out there tho are ardently following the *Enbryo' success 
story might be interested to know that the Northampton Arts Lab. and the. . 
‘Entryo poets are collabora in & poetry rending at the Racehorse Inn. 
on Wednesday,16th December,at 8:00 p.m,,admission 2/,.Anybody interested 
is welcome to come along and see thoir favcurite farsighted visionaries ~ 
in action.Anybody not interested can stay at home and watch Coronation St.j- 
discovering the sorcid truth about the relationship between Emily Nugent's 
perforring water buffalo and Minnie Caldwell'’s pet tsetse fly. It promises 
to be a thrilling week, : 

Those of you who like ‘Embryo* will probably like the Arts Lab magazino, 
*ROVEL',On the other hand,those of you who don't like *Embryo’ will more 
than likely like or prefer *ROVEL' anyway,so that gives nobody any oxcuse 
for not buying it,you could even buy it for the exciusive John Peel 
interview...» 

We've had to raise the price of this issue by threepence to cover print- 
ing costs,due to the number of extra copies end pages.The rise in price is 
to endure for this issue ONLY. Both price and sise wiil be back to subnorn- 
al by next issue,which should be out around February sometimese.. 

A Merry Christmas(with lots of stuffing) to all our 
TeaderSeces. 


alan moore 
(Editor) 


Any enquiries& contributions Printer, Handle~turner,and 
: : Village Tavot,:: 


Andy Waters. 


tos 

17,St Andrews' Rd,, 

Northampton, AND 

THANKS ONCE AGAIN TO MESSRS, PHELAN & AGUTTER,FOR THE USE OF THEIR 
' PREMISES, 


"VICE SUNSET, ISN'T IT GEONGE?", ORs "HO WAS TIAL LUPANT EYESORE 
ae YOU ‘ITI LAST WIGHT?" 


pron the geiger counter comes clickeclick-clicking .clong,along, 
There'll be lots of yconic' then he starts clicking his songyshis song, 
Get up,sccet upszet outa bed, 

Stay thore,and you'll start turning red, 

Botter start malting tracks: for: the nearest fall-out shelters..e. 


Andy Cooper 10/11/70 


Well the grand old Duke of Yor, Supercalifrecilisticerpialidocious 
Ned about ton million men Look at all this mess up here, 

He sent them into Vietnam isn't it atrocious, 
WouldA't let them out arain, Careful dear,I think that plant 
‘When they got shot up is getting quite ferocious, 
They were up Supercalifragilisticexpialidocious 
= oe yp pana Andy Cooper _ 16/11/70 


If you lend on your head in a 
Puddle of blood — 


Urea 
a G APSEn SVEN ay” COTES: I, just. meta freak called. Urea, 
Alan |'oore With 37 toes anda phosphorescent 


¢ _ nose, 
Ureascoreccce ; 
I'm dreaming of 2 green Christmas, Andy ‘Cooper 10/11/70 
One with a post-atomic glow 
lay your head not fall off tonight, 
Ahd may your cobalt knees ‘cep glowing bricht. 
Andy Cooper 10/11/70 


Painful Smiles 


The world shook, secceosesccsce 
I made it shake 
With ry tremblings Shades of sunshine show my sorrow 
To the drops of happy. rain 

The people moved, In a mase of mixed emotions 
I mace them nove Love, leughter, sorrow, pain, 
Vith my despair Pain, sorrow F 

Tears 
The place sank, Crying 
I made it sink Why do I cry? why do I cry? 
With my gloon Show me a smile! 
The eyes cricd, Jon Scholcy, 


I made them cry 
With ny feelings. 


‘ 


wegan alone, 


a 


4 


(IE VANCE OF THE SEVEN VEILS. 


Cross the steps she flits alone 
her legs t'sy look like jelly. 
| * Not curvrising really though, 


: ig seme veils cre rather heavy 
ail XX 


~1, Nuaber o. 2. . lready gone 
zs it fell cn‘ geusy mist. 

._~ Number two's well on the way, 

clencied tight im her fair fist. 


unc 
Now the brontuing's getting fust 
ond tiitge ore setting heady. aan 
\l,. now rumber titree’s the nexxt to go, 
3,5 quick, hold youns Alen stexdy! 
Sa 
. Tic ledies swoor in fake dismay ( 

‘ wt" hey wold their senkics to their cyes- oe 
Number four iuic gone ot lost, \. @ 
togetiior with » load of ties. ({ 

rd 
Not to rie vtion other tnings 
that rayme there just as well. \ 
But viumber five is henging loosc. 
Its on its wey to hell. \ 


A 
The swest ic runing off their bodics. 


They crat “ols on much longer. 
Number six cousit on a nail 
f 
‘ 


¢ shome it weokt ctronger! 


| hi 

| ao wis now, tris girls no-friry, 
Shete «vite « lot’ to hide, 

. Ané aumbor stve. might be lest 
a ab tiet's not tied. 


; ht lest oll ic reveeled, 
the sight is rea:lly shocking. 
From i:crt to toc she sturds there clothed 
tignt i: « rubber stocking ¢ | 


. ____- DENISE_TRELIVING. 


ea DEDICATED TO MEGANNA ) 
5 San 


YULLOW 1. REMEMBERANCE,. . 


Now tit & > coster-ecrys rre Uppn ue, 

wea te 2 seomer ceys mid tie sun, 

Kee oy %) Grfole vorle glistered end shone 

Uncer ite oeillient poléen Light; 

Reiewber tue clovérs in © rainbow of brillicrt colour , 
Ane tae tioucteuss of insects in the prrden 

Flyiig to ct o.e rectrrefilled retrests. 

Rewewber ov te oir wee filled wits their humiice 

bné tle busy sovids of the nervestcr purhing its cucty wey 
Piroug. ¢ ¢ yellow field cown in the misty vilicy. 
Ronenber ot} you. wolked berefoot over the s*ira ntoccs 

Ané aow tue cogs flopped cown penting by the strew orlec, 
Poile we geieg, tongues lolling, eed mines full of sus 
Remonber tee cool of the summer evenings 

Wuer cons ¢ 4 boots were uncscennory wdc urtiovg: t of 
And the blérdag eun gave wey to the moor in ¢ red-nirecleec 
But now bic coldcr Gays GFE UPON UBeccesces 


MuGAN MALONE 


AFTER THEY DROPPED Ti FINAL BOMB. . 


aca the noise died cown 


~. ne’ the stoke erd cust subsided, 
ra to onlg two people left clive in 

tiie whele worle 

\ erme out from the ceve in wich: 


tiey hed bidder. 
ro¢ looked et one anotier, 
Ove woe blrek, one the other was 
4 white 
- @ taey multiplicd 
< formed ancoffeescolource nutior 
werore ell men were brothers 
aoc there wee no thought of wore. 
‘'-> sun shone, 
“Lovers blossomed ond bires s25g 
from the trees, 
. € bergernt Peppers Bruc pleyeo 
day end nighterss, 
"11 you need is love..." 
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PARANOPOLIS, 


Clawneils raking over curdrumhum 
Foorlined, I am 
surfucing through tho anzesthetie hazemize into the midnightmarc-blue 
ond arcewhitelight. 
Grotesque paranoin-pzrody 
Trafficop grin like demented brainpain surgeon 
BabclGod stiltowing in distortion « billion muniac miles above tho road. 
Elcectricrackling whip, cruol crid phosphorstreaking in silhouctte, 
Throws the screaming nconlight. 
THE AWA BILES HELLHOWL WITH ROADBLOODLUST, SCREECHING INTO 
MANIAC WHLTELINEATING MOTORMATTERWAY. 
Night firo, alive with blcnchod shadows. 
Tuc parenopoliskyline broken glass raggedjogged bloodictter. 
fubestraintrain cchoos past subwayghosts unheeding 
Into shadow glass darkly, hothouse babies steam in a vulturcculturc. 
In mindpain crucifictionagony cityscreemsin a voice as loud as sin. 
Man, god hears but hes not your god 
Just look down as citybuilding star lights 


gO out. 
Alan Moore. 

I woke up this morning, The factorics thot pollute, 
And looked at the World, — - The rivers, and the streams, 
Scw it evor changing, ' Can on one thing be blamed, 
One mans hope unfurled. And that is one mans dreams. 
The morstoins will ©11 dic, They now meke plastics, 
And the animals perish, ~ That last for a thousand yonrs, 
I think I'11 blow my mind, I think this world will give in, 
All for one mans relish. And these are one mans fcars. 


Pote Wright. 


A Shady Problcm 


ecovev0ecoo 808 80 


My skin is bleck, your skin is white, 
I don't want to have to fight 
For everything that is my right. 


My heart is pure, your heart is rot, 
I work hord for what I've got 
But evon thet is not a lot. 


My clothes are torn, your clothes are now 


The ones I've got wre very fow, 
Sa gre ell turn bluc!! 
oO 
Magon Malone. 


Bin va, 


ou bf sent TES Tal, on tnongasanden Andy Cooper 


eS ica . NY 
WINDY DAY IN AUTUMN as 
A) OCTOBER WINDSCAPE 25/10/70 \ 


. . 7 2 \ . 
Gazicg [rom my becroom window, % \\ 
Out uno: ¢ creb grey worle, F oe vy = See'y * 
Grey concrcte niding ewy, - ‘a AG. i —— 

pees tosurrowid itsel! fob 
mie sullen beskeround: i : 
Moody med brick, resentful 


Nb 
OF its’ ow: colour, » 
ty : s, \ 
Wishing it were sroy. S20 | 
* = < A 
Neture fightirg beck f pent ; 


“ 
¢ 
With Autum. tress waving ras Coe %, 
Their nellowiig golder fingers et the sky, es 
The wine cresting defiance 
Ii their motion. 
Grey cloucy scvdcing past, 
Like used cCeteorzent 
On 2 griny river 
Withering rose buches 
Sweying procurioucly, 
Figiting cocyveretely [ 
To retein ticix identity, 
But,cure ecoug,notsl after fading poke 
Is blown cw ys vobe crusviet! 
Uncer sone nuscing,heedleses foot. 
Dove leaves mrke o finel bid for glory, 
Swooping ocvone the Line of my vivioa, 
4nd the trees sway and wave furiously, -. 
Denznding recognition, 
In ¢ yorle thet is choking them. 


%) NOVEIIBER TREES 


The trecs have given up the ghost at — 
Their faces have gone russet-red, ase 
Suffuccd with the effort of trying to retain ad 
Summer's forgotten’ dreams, re 
And the faces fall, ~- a? 2 UV. 
But the trees stend on,alone : 
Unnmoved by the icy hordes of ‘inter 
That gather around then, y 
And they wait patiently, 

For Spring's reinforcements . 

Then, they will banish “'inter's wolves from the dat ; 
And explode greenly, as . 
Blossoning 2l-potal salutes, 
Celebrating Surmer's reewawakening, 


* not sure whether its time had come 


Song for Anne 


Come to me, my buby, 
Come to me, tonight, 
Come to mo, my lady, 
Everything will. be «lright. 


Sing to me, my lady, 
By the silver moonlight, 
I love you, my baby, 
Come end hold me tight. 


Tho trees hold hands 
And the night is our friond, 
As we dance along the sends 
Unto the foomy waters ond. 


The magic moon ei ir 
The starry heaven sighs, 

The mighty soa sings softly,’ 
And love burns; your cycss 


(repeat verees 1 and 2) 
4 


Mick Bloxham. 


/ 


Andronondan Broukthrough 


eoveooaecoaooe sooo soeose eoeeoeee 


' 
Andromeada's breckthrough trickled slowly in like water 
running silently dow c stalzgtite, 
falling onto its wniting partner below. 
Sound escaping only for a frenzied moment, 
then hardening into oe ante imago 
young, yet lifcless, 


would it be too soon, 

things would not be ready, 

things would not be waiting. 

Im: gine breaking through. eee 

only to perish in that great nonentity of gricf, 
a premature buricl, 

More Haste, Less Specd, 

More Specd 

we must have MORE SPEED! 


To wait is essenticl 
the need is too grect to be lost 
in se ta idioms. 


Tn time it will come 

in consequence they will join.... 

their brotherhood to unity 

at last those fine wires will fuse TOGETHER. 
/ | 


i. blinding flash of light 

will envelope the earthese. 

which will shatter like Dresden china 
fragments lost in a synthetic panorama. 


Denise Trelivinge 


Epitaph ° 


The sun was shining in a final blaze of glory one warm September day, 
Memories of the fading summer poured into peoples* minds, Soon the brittle 
cold of the winter would be upon them and they had to wake the most of 
these last few days of blissful heat. That morning tho stubble fields 
had been covered in a fine, white mist which had slowly faded out of 
existence leaving the stalking fields unprotected fro: the burning heat. 

The few remaining wasps made a pathctic effort to rouse themselves, 
but they no longer spread terror and fear, they had lost their power as 
others had lost their summer days. The leaves once frech and green, now 
slowly browning, crackled in the wind, and the last of the tonnis balls 
whizzed through the air. — 

The butterflies fluttered by, without reulising how near the 
end was and the mushrooms shrivelled in the heat. The iclds out in the 
distance which had changed from green to yellow had now become brown. 
Brown ploughed fields, sitting, waiting for the cycle to bein again. The 
dog slumped its panting body in the shade and the bir's in the trees 
chirped a sad goodbye to summer. 


Megan Malone. 


The skeleton of a bat 

is really the skeleton of an insect's wing 
is really the skeleton of you. 

Walk the delicate structuvo of hair 
criss-cross routes like a fragmented shell. 
Tiny brittle wind can shatter 

the wisp wires so slender 

from frail and weak length to length. 


Poem for Emily Pankhurst. Gerald Claridge. 


Have you seen the film 
Where the woman smokes the cigrrette 
Afterwards, instead of the man? © 


Andy Cooper. 
31/10/70 


The Brain of Night. 


aa 
I left my planet in the brain of agit x ( 
A netal womb of silver blood rs \ 
Steel bones of light.. Pi) N 
On circuitewings cut past the gleam of Mlars 
Towards the sun on plastic threads 
With satin StarSece Vi 


I left py world in shadow's hollow mind, 

My globe of mic}ear fire 

Uy braille-screen blind.. 

On clrevitewings cut past the glean of liars 
Chase God between the netulae, 

Galactic barsees i 


I left the Earth,lost in the dreams of dark 
Aqueriums of cosmic smiles 

iy metal sharkee 

On circuitewings cut past the glean of lars 
In free-fall crucified 

With satin stars ero 


alan 0o/O rT @ ¢ y) 
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- 
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HELP. 


One lone star wandered across the sky 
Bleak,black and eternal, 
It shone down on a kid 
jacking hinself, es 2 
What did he care now 
for freedom and open spaces? 
plenty. 
Time was ,when he wes as unnattached 
as that star, 
but not now , 
nor ever again. 


The star moved on 
amuotisets ( : Le / | 


Megan Malone 


AL AN 
Moorr—_ 


A girl 
uscert: in of Ler virginity 
hie 


uicertids, ef ofmeclf 


A smile 

fondling cor tougiits 
es ne 

BEUvBS 

et her tictht 

Wiiite socks 

clicgive netermueLly to 
tiose never been touched 
‘ever Lod ruc loving 
innocert less 


ene can oly be thirteen... 


Her reply 
Lost iv tie\tri/fic ) : 
they posval by i 


She certei of boing late for school 7 /. 
He uncertsir of it ell. ¢ a 
Pbhe f 


Pote Billingham.’ 


Wy, * 
ag 
f 
Purple 
Only slightly at first 
rs / like « frit mict 
,_ . Here 


enc there 

? Lookirg ict petterns Le: 
pr reo perspex 
“3 be guze up isto te chursing sky 
ond notice the birds 

tacir clockwork silhouctteé forms 
like giant bets 

high ain tae evestag cir 

Ther by u° kop 

tae fourta cimensior 
- discovered 
objects 
_ blerding surging 
colours 
changing merging 
A green ‘irrd observes 
a Transit full 
of nuns 
before we're led of 

like lembse to the slevelter 
into the srloon 

Polytaeve buildings rinvple 


unners lor gore or Sunmerts yet to come 


“ oneeemuv rue 29s er eenherrze" anes 


Greea drisies covering windswept 
cliffs Crowne io ma nomorion 
of sunmers long poue 
Uncerning moveniest tirougn 
dulea of recgulls. 
Weves of deinics Ai icp oweeping 
etrerfish over bercles of trenslucent 
females. 
Vosmic grensses trece intergalactic 
seceeepen in Orion. 
Nights uot under erumoled 
siieets of clouc 
Not an empty cleeving big 
on the £ortn, 

\ 
Lhe swimming yoole of my mind 
remember you, 
Cliffs, steps, pobblor, 
serweececnoked rev, Gurk, “ibciie. 
The mout beautiful liugnter ever 
mingles wit. tac brow: secueced, 
escapes, and is lost for ever more, 
only I remember 
I love you Ponry Dewsor, in 
your never to be sceon Criecuit. 


Besides « nex of gress cra fresh 
I welk clone 
{end lonely. 


. 4 
a at Lo 5 ——— —o Micheel Ancercor. 
Sh aes ad ALAN. | | 
| Am I a2 prodigy? | 
+ Owe ewes abe’ 
iy %cougits | eer 
a cur ir illogicel patterns 
pi sometimes Linkec 
Senn: HONE. OF GON nde. ae ee \ 
How Ls it i 
tesre iro cover any onewers 
to my wouderingr: 
Tact felire creoture 
; lisse thure 
’ woudering if tiie curl of smoke e 
. tact rises over his hen 
velongs to tist billowing moos * -piignaaiaitiants ~ Roti a 


in the grate. oS Se 


ee ee eT a ee athe 1S _ eta 


Ke gives up to excily 
Kis prest yollow cyen close 


swuorting 


YOU IVa We¥S Of MAKING ME BE 
WHAT I REALLY DOW"? WANT TO 
Ba 


Wt Iowert to kreow is 


Fever 


who inver.ted me. 


fm lio tuovght 
oO” 
Cex: thougatr: tii 
Por unpe 
taey enn 


tireless mind‘ 


Ouly wonder. 
Way 
coesn’t someor'e tukl me 


if thinking 


ae 


is tho seme co woudering. 
Still 
“ow do they ‘s.ow. 
Trey heve to tul:k to anewer. 
The o1é 
dnvert tic 


youre 


Hsk the cucst 


ES ig 


Why 
is 


r 
A 


wor. 


tates es 
veiw 


ve VeVer ensewers. 


De ise Treliving. 


Banenvel!s vey 
tue Girl of His Dress, 

Now 

or was it 


bow 
IT lieve renliced 


ever worting 


wedLoy 

ra NO: Other Ticw 

¢ big pirk crucyflos: 
née eg Suen 

would be erble. wil: 
®. big virk leur. 


© 
= 
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Pete Billing’: 


The buriing fire in wy he:d 

Swells my Limbs 

And fuses them togetser 
ha seering smootimess. 

My every brest 

Benoes rouid ond rou 

The steemung caverns 
Ties it leughs ot me 

Like the time before 

ang times Lorgotte: before 
I.pull tic skin coart 

Ins wreneliing rougimess 

And sleep cooler my mind 


iC 


iv my heed, 


thet. 


Mosier Molonc. 


cw compromises «bout Finding and locing 


Dec x 

A boy welkec oue i to tac ron 
fnmd ceme ccrore « hoelfdend bird. 
He picked it up ent sulle ite neck 
And did cll this witrout ¢ vord, 

i 


suk 


He could heve ti ker 10m y 

Yo be fea from - of core. 

ile knew it would cuffer, tron ie. 
On thet Goy 2 men bec been born. 

n Mplone., 


Mege 


me 


ne 


ne 


foel 
feel 
foel 


fcel 
feel 


feel 
feel 
feel 


feel 
fecl 


feel 
feel 
feel 


feel 
feel 


feel 
feel 
feel 


feel 
feel 


like 
like 
like 


like 
like 


like 
like 
like 


like 
like 


like 
like 
like 


like 
like 


like 
like 
like 


like 
like 


/ 


/ 


rubber underwear, 
swept back hair, 
a run-down trancar, 


a middle-aged filnmstar, 
@ sexually—assaulted grandma, 


Cinderalla, 
& pornography seller, 
the Flames of ‘Hell, 


&@ prison cell , 
Eskimo Nell, 


the death is near, 
a jilted queer, 
dirty socks,’ 


a hunted fox, : 
a teenage girl with the pox, 


Ian Flening, 
a drowning lomming, 


tho Dolphin Bar, 
@ pool of tar, 


sonething's just crawled up from afar, 


(trade) 


TH SFIRES OF ISHON 


(G, Lifeless by the sheres of s clutching sca 
Woere unwiad te line green tendrils of the Crrkling moonstalking... 
\ Tisre the spires of Ishon aweit the light of Mercury 
} OF kitestain. white vrperg of blue ivory. 
Mute 2nd cile. t ow sperk the tongues of store 
Now thet the twllignt end storerobed brotaerhocd of Ishon neve melted into 
feble 
“Arc none trve the brigut eyed demons wender the lenes of bore 
tl Of Scturns shies. blossoms of violet marble. 
v1. ape 
eel Once Gim Inhon torived benenth the veil of enchontment 
! Tien cid the glittering Thcikon Suorrd nuraure€é eight forgotte> sylebles, 
ff ~ Ceep witain c sided fantery of sleep. 
ad 


Phen did proud Isior fell to the nodness of dark Neptunc 
im fn the erestures of cheos roemed free of cigntmere. 


AWS 


ios \ And the crimson darkness enfoldedé Ishon withi, its gown 
sigl I> 


= \l- en there came the four score people of tic cloud 
ff % ia (> wan wito Ishon. | 
P { base By come there cume Ridsi, the singer in the mict, 
mY ee 


ené€ elso come Shesse of the turcs la itercs 
sue Hebvix of the empty veins. 


ig 


is 
\ es YN ; xl4 Diese, ond seven end seventy of the block weiters descended 
a >> iy | upon Ishon. 


—) 


{* . ~/ 


O Isiion, wiere o co your triple-minded king icld court 
Now coes Ridei cacnt the unneturol liturgy of the seven clebaster 
a ae cboninrtios, 
mi 4 Where once your Ccrooking mouthed idols revelled in the flow of your amber 
“A blood { 
Now co the Vour stolking nightwenderers scuint blindly <t the twelve curs. 


O Ishon, your soires shatter with the hursh light of duwn. 
C Ishor, tie Comoun heunt the ruins of your splendour 


| C Ishon, your shires echetter with the harsh ligat of dew...» 
ee 
i mig | a9 Lr’ ‘lan Moore. 
\ ve og ae a es 
wo f Lyre TASS 
x jd News Item No. % 
LN Aco ohy , 
ea \\ tr, It ace been reported tict 
Oe I eth Recuel Welci returned tre Eiffel Tower 
( « e: We Within seven days, 
\ fe iret S Demending uer morcy beck, 
rs ma A IN Having not beer completely 
i ies Pod Sitisfied..... 
‘ £ ; —_—_—_—_-- 
' (es wen ae — Andy Cooper. A 
wae in — SSP IIO 
ae og ee 


a same ea ALAN 


And the mad man cried " Crucity net". 
_For ny deal is far too big ave 
And they all t hought he was mad 
And his hair, a wig 
But he followed this by saying 
I mean it, can't you see 
ily selfish illusions are going 1%, 

I'n trying to find the real me fey 


. Be A exaiabiok some cried 

But no-one would understand 

He found he was talking about anything 
Anywhere he could make a stand 
People began to condemm him ~ 
As a corrupter, a perverter of thoughts 
Because he wanted them to be individuals too 
And himself a loner, of sorts, 


And they just didn't realise , 

that he really meant, all the things that he wanted to say Be, 
How can a man think he might be wrong ; 
And yet still want to do things his way. 


Eventually no-one could stand to hear 
Opinions shouted so loud © 

So the man went away and crucified himself 
Or maybe . ; 
just got lost “in the CLOUD Feeccneccy 


John Lockett 


eeeeeceeosreeeaeeee 


iS 


un 


he makes a futile attempt at 
Cleaning it with his shirt sleeve, 


his laughter. 
He was falling just like Alice 
but the bottom never comes, 
it's there but it runs away a 
faster and faster, awa$ from the rats. 

-I can see them coming I can’t run{ 
They*re too near 

they're ripping off my flesh, 


. gnawing at my bones 
eracking them with their teeth. 
: Oh God they're all over me, 
they want my eyes, 
get them off me 
they're cating me alive, 
For God*s sake save my eycBooeee 


? Denise Treliwings 
NANTEOS,. (NOV.70.) DOLWYLM, ( 6 NOV 70 ) 
birds and leaves fire burning 
there is no difference red embers 
grey ash 
when the wind blows rain on 
the roof 
flocks of leaves 
falling birds light breaking 
the wall 
carried in the sky could allmost 
: see the 
today. 
distance, 
ALUN CROSS 
ALUN CROSS 
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- SATURDAY 25/10/10 \ as : 
Dull, 
Drab ? of ow 


Monotonous hours flash by 
Like undead tortoises 


In funeral processions, “a 


"ge 
Cigarette butt follows cigarette ae 

Into my mindless ashtray, 3 
Which,if it had any sense » #y ef 4 KG 
Would get up and walk awey,protesting, 

Hotly. 


I make ny way into tom, 
And drift into my friends, 


And we talk ; 
and i Fexeleboy 7 ba y } r 


Outside our cocoon of conversation 
Is a hurlyburly of rushing people 
With jobstodo,thingstobuy,placestogo, 
And notinetostopandtalk, 


Apopleptic notorists neneiacally honk \ = 


4 


And roar their wey up Abington ae | 
Like G.T, Groundhog Johusy Ps oe y | 
While I plough « morose furrow i 
Throuch the milling crowd, oe / Ps = 
Looking but not secing, 
Understanding but not cheese 
Existing but not living. » | {/ / 
Sw 
Andy Cuaper fof 
rd - “i 
As ny mind gently probed the sails 
Whilst searching for the door of-love } y, 
I thought of clouds that gathered: round you | i J 
When I left you,for ever it “‘seons, that nicht 
You called "You can come and our tat was nico ~ 
\ f i 
I folt better, ee Dig > aU 7 
I'd wonted to love you then,but y: you couldnt + — —Am | vi 


All I could do was hold you,but then not for long 


But now all that's left are the pictures ~——<-—-_ 


Your words built inside me,of you 
Gone forsver, 


Pete Stockwoll 13/11/70 


he 
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MOON SHLADOW, ALAN MOORE. 


Out between the planets, sin@ing the shadowed’ tunes of Urams 

And sliding through’ the siren song of Neptune, alone 

Amonget the nebulae, the half morning of hiereury whispering into 

The illuninated lips of Sirius, merging into earlyday 

Newyork enptystreet windmorning, the vast globe of the colliding planetoid 
Approaching’ above the skyscraperekylincess 


BACK THROUGH THE iOONSILADOW I RUN, REALISING THAT YOU ARE STILL INSIDE 
LD THAT I AM THR ONLY ONT LUFT TO GET YOU OUT.., 

Alone in the coffeesteam solitude 

Of the midnight cafcotoria, eyes misted and 

noiselesBeoe oo 

" TPS COMING FROI! THE Vill ALLEN BLT! 

IT*S COMING FROM THE VAN ALLEN BELT!" 

I have spilled my coffee, It dribbles like 

back and molten plastic int o ny lap, = — 

With a dull and lonely ache I realise that 

Uy planet. is about to dice 

I an crying 
AS TG BIZARRY MULTICOLOUR COMICSTRIP ALIENS TAT SRED THE SMOOTH 
YELLOW ROOI! 
I ATED MY RAYGCUI AND TIRED... 

Turning, I climbed into the collapsible oar 

and headed for the airlock silence of 

the vacurm 2OnG. ee 
Grey and windwoshed officebuilding coridoors aching with 4 
Lonely not—light, empty moan of spacebreezes dow dim and stertle 
newspaper flapping windrush coridoors end with a sudden feeling of 
torror I realised that I wes in the vacurm 20neeees 

VERE Ali I? “HAT SHIP IS THIS?" 

" YOU ARE ABOARD THE TITANIC, “DG ARB HEADING 

FOR CAPE RACE," 

" BUT THIS SHIP WILL SINK. » 1600 P.OPLZ LOST..." 

" T KNOW..." 
The captains faco was novwker white: in tn the light of Aldobaran, end the 
Great steel lemming headed deeper and deeper into the twilight region... 
Into the vacunn Zones. 

“IT WAS APRIL I4, I9I2,. 

Just as the moon turned red I climbed 

Onto the freight car and headed for the 

Vaeunn ZGONCeee 


Kennedy aitiavave, ballets: and crucified angels along the road to 
Dallas, 
The colliding planetoid ie clmost here, Is almost here, Is almost... 


Mlectricegrey inages of @isasterflashing 
Like blindman feverdrean 

Through the Saturnian cincm&se. 

Outside the gibbering and cheeping 

As the ghouls congregate 


Already we ere entering the vacurm zone, The noonshadow is growing largote.e 


ACROSS ALL THE AGES. 


Looking out across the water 

On the sleeping yellow sands 
Whére time lies naked on the 
rocks with angel glands 

There sits our b}ind hero 

Taking pictures of a world 

He knows not of or where it can be 
As his lonely life is unfurled. 


There stood the men of nothing 
who took everything for Free. 


chorus: And across ali the ages a 
Where no-one dare look back to see Vi); 


Inside in his towery castle o 
At last to the final homes 

The ships of life come back to rest 
What is left of their weary bones. 
And outside in the misty sky 
Reality reigns with Fear 

And the sea of life struggles on 
Unknowing of what is here. 


Upon the dreans of Athene 


He has built his lasting rest 
And beckons the waves of > ste 
To come and try his test 4 
Yet the waves they avoid him 

They fear what they cannot understand Fa 
And pick on poor defenceless shores 

To crush them singlehand. “ 

ww oe 


This guardian of life itself O 
Protects all that is not wrong 

As his unseeing eyes can scan 
Horizons where no man has gone 


He does not need a weapon 

His power is love alone 

All that have been saved by hin 
Now realise the way he has shown. 


jf “ 
Nigel Wickhan. 
Written on Portsmouth Harbour. 7 


OY 
Veer. 


X | Fs 
L' AURORE k —- 
Inch by inch,minute by minute, : 
The night slowly shrank, Seki 


Becai-e lessor in desrea, ; 
Lost one more battle 

Against the tantalising dem, 
Who could fail to succumb 

To sweetly «painted promises 


Of a brandnew day 
Pull of hope end glory? b 
To songs sung by a billion birds ~™\ 


Across the country? 
To pink»tipped fluffy clouds ~~ ~ 
Softly pushing the unwanted traces 
Of the night and yosterday away? 
To the thought of a day / 
Full of hours to do everything? 
Who could fail to succumb? 
Vot the night,not you,xot I 
God's gift to us-——L' Aurore, 

f 
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LOVEPORE No 2 Revised 25/10/70 
/ 


So,thore we stood, 
And tho man droned on 

- And { gazed out of the window, 
Thinking ef pleasures of the flesh, : 
And what I'd be doing all night, “II 
When I saw your mother, j 
Gloworing at me. 
I helf=turned,and gave her the Vesign, 
I saw the contompt and doubt in her face 
Turn to horror, ‘ 
As sho plunged forward to stop 
The’ abomination about to be connitted, 
Buty, 
It was too lato! 


| 
\ 


We were marriod, 
Andy Cooper 
. 


On the path 

Where centuries have walked 
We reach for the universe 
of souls that pass among us 
unheeded, 


We hope we don't know wher e we are going 
And we hope the colours are bright 

But not the light 

For that is what we want to be. 


The happy smiling nowhere ° 
kissos the sun 

and sleeps within th. trees 

unheeded 

the centuries walk round him 

for he holds the everlasting gift 

of peace, 

A drowsy fleeing mind 

holds the rail in this train 

where often the stations are derelict 
or replicas, 


Finding another foothold 

reluctantly guarding our feelings 

and feeling that we should not need to, 
Hoping to find less than those who show all, 


Bach moving along the path 
Where centuries have walked 
Rach trying not to be part of the universe 
of souls that pass among us 


unheeded, 
John Lockett 
THE BIRD, 
The animal “i.5 confronts you Just think the czy my come, 
is made of rubvoer and iron. ae, SSS eee 
it is noisy and as « colour no longer exists 
weary of the quiet When windy drys, .o longer juct 
With you it clanks iskqule> yagi ae 
through each rigid day but recioerctive cunt to 
like a hole burnt in choke Sei tryeni te. 
an old photograph. Just tuink the dry mey come. 


. Michzel Ancervon 
Alone it resembles a bird 


its ankle snapped 

by a chain of ash 

its beak 

blunt from’ pecking 

at the sky. ALUN CROSS 


SUDDENLY WINTER 15/11/70 Ce 
| ; Z A 
Then,all of a sudden,it was wintor -, sa Li 4 awe 
And it soemed that ovornicht aes tee” Yi P. ican” oi 
The world had died, BLO OFS. PS gp 
| CO Os # Mop Te eer 
Tho trecs,staniing bare, c i 


/ /) 4 : 
Like huge stiff spider-webs against the acy, Z £\ Re . iq 
Or like goego dancers,frozcn in the midst 3 
Of their suede~fringe gyrations. ,5 -. , ay 
‘OG @ 
And the ficlds of dull brown earth, « if . 
With sengulls,circling,landing, if 


Digging out sparse nourishnent 4 
From the tired soil, if 
The shoep,like sacks on legs, rg 
Immobile,grazing on the tufty ( 


Yellowing vaste,that was once 


The cool’sreen pool of summer's goodness, , 

\ 
The sky is unbéliovably blue, \ fA 
The colour of Hanchester City fvotball shirts, Lo 
And the sunlight seems so brittle and harsh, 
That it could ve cut with a life, rid 
Or shattered by the slightest blow. H 


The trees are like dull grey branch coral, 
The hedges like small browm aninals, 

Ail in a line, an 4 
Hiuached up against the cold, ‘% WZ g 
Twigetufts of fur protruding. “s 


The pylons encased, /7 Me 


Warn in their stcel legsinss, 
And Laughing at the mortal world around thom. 


/ 
Passing through villages where wise old 
Northamptonshire stone barns aro glowing, AK 


Melting the air around then, Y 


Eriracting the last warmth from the sun, ri i 
Stovkpiling for the winter. a i | 
{ { 
My destination reached, h 
I step from the ortificially warn, ( 


Potroletaintod fug of the car, 
Scenting the cold stench of winter, 
And shuddoring invardly as I do so. 


CY) si W, Ss Andy Cooper 
oy 
” pies aT 


( THIS FOLLO"ING PrBez IS ONE OF THE LAST VRITTM WORKS @F LEOIT 
PROTSKY, 4S AW EXCUPTIONAL PIMCE OF “RITING IT IS SELFS 
UXPLATA TORY, IT ALSO LOGIT BS “ORTH MUNTIONING THAT A SHORT 
‘HILE APTR THE “RITING, TROTSKY DIED, “N ICH PICK IN HIS HEAD..) 


TROTSKY'S TESTALNT, 


ly high and still rising blood pressure is-decioving those near me 
about ny actual condition, I am active and able to do work but the 
outcone is evidently near, These lines will be made public after ny 
death, 

TI have no need to refute here agein the vile and stupid slander of 
Stalin and his agents3 there is not a single spot off mg revolutionary 
honour, I have never enterod, either directly or indirectly, into any 
bohind-theeScenes agreements with the enonys of the working-class, 
Thousenis of Stalin*s opponents have fallon victins of false accusations 
similarly, The new revolutionary generations will rehabilitate thoir 
political honour and deal with the Kr enlin executioners according to 
their deserts, ° 

I thank warmly the friends who remained loyal to me through the nost 
difficult hours of my life . I do not name anyone in particular 
because I cannot name them all, 

However, I consider nyself justifiodein making 2n exception in the 
case of ny companion, Natalia Ivanhova Sedova, In addition to the 
happiness of being 4 fighter for the cause of socialism, fate geve ne 
the happiness of being her husbend, During tho almost 40 years of our 
life together she remained an inexhaustible source of love, meganinity, 
si. tenderness, She underwent great sufferings, especially in the last 
peeod of our lives, But I find some confort in the fact thot she also 
know days of happiness, : 

Po. 43 years of ny concious life I havo remainod a revolutionary; for 
42 «f them I have fought under the banner of Mareism, If I had to begin 
al) over again I would try to avoid this or that mistake, of courso, 
but the main course of my’life would renain unchanged, I shall:diec a 
proletarian revolutionary, a llarxist, a dilecticel materialist, and, 
eci.sequently, an irreconcilabke atheist, lly faith in the communist future 
of tiankind is not less ardent, indeed it is firmer today than it evor was 
in -1e days of my youth, 

-. lie has just come up to the window from the courtyard and opened it 
Wai. so that the air may enter more frecly into my room, I can see the 
brigiit green strip of grass beneath the well, and the clear blue sky 
above the wall, and sunlight everywhere, Life is beautiful, Let the 
futuise generations cleanse it of all evil, oppression and violence, 
and c:soy it to the full, 


FEBRUARY 27,1940. COYOACAN, IEXICO, 


«750. 
hour 1 


the strow men bends corefully 
to the circles cdge 
expressionless straw glances 
hands @rawing delicate lines 
in air. 


hour 3 


people dencing below 
music 

of smiles 

electric 

frocdom. 


hour 5 


incense drift 

over stream 

the people have gone 
the dinmond 

broken. 


cal 
a 


hour 7 


blood sand diamond water 
mos’ 25 of striw 


Plo, past 
hands waving liquid 
farewells. 


eZ, 
ae 


Alun Cross. 


hour 2 


sce beyond to i lurge 
di:mond 

crushed out of oir 

by the movement of thought. 


hour 4 


movement of thought 
eye behind cyc 

we knew oll this 
before. 


hour 6 


dinmond cracking into witer 
running 

through veins 

earth 

red sand. 


hour 8 


you 
are carried out 
further visions 
deeper seas 
tomorrow. 


(August 1970) 


_ 
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"Fir Trees in Iron Rivers! Sides" ” 


Fir trees in iron rivers’ sides 


stand stark,Flaming sun below horizon hides A 


O sometime conflict 
as these vermilion blood slits \ Le 
tear the sky, prtee 
Crovel grey on journey cold y 
fingers freeze under frost's wind slice 
Shake in uncontrollable agony 
at rew bites into warm body warmth, 
O sometime conflict 

You turn me round, ieee 
I see you through a + malformed lens 
and then through Sa -— 
clear class 

blue and beautifully ‘unedoniied 
like a waterfall . 

resccags ng with black «eel 2) ais 


Phoer ~\6s open 
You ace a Canterbury tale 

the one running pattern of ink 
and the ripples that formation dance 
in diluted carth clods-—~ 
outdoors, x! 7 
Perhaps the solitary one 7,< 
wil”. discover 

oy: sell me of 

he. secrets from both the sea’s sides 
ac we open our stories “e-™ 

and laugh,for I know there wn", 
runs in you 

but no base,I 

like to be your thoughts 
but 

I know from my eyes 

You are a king's daughter, 


Gerald Claridge 
Golden Rule for Polite Highwaymen 
when carrying out an armed robbery, 
Do not be uncouth,and snorl, 
"Come down off thore, and keep your hands hich", 
Pat show a little delicacy,and say, 
"Kindly leave the stage" 


Andy Cooper 4/12/70 


Weirling Gew. ¢ lo.;, long sole wit‘ yellow mushrooms flying 
arounc you is evite « wey to spend « few idle moments. You ovgat to 
try it sometime, :fter 212 you vever know whet lies :t the vottonm of tie hole... 
if there is « botton. 
Just let your Advihes go light and your ead go hazy exd sink 
are sick. Drift througe pink cloués wita crimson cégee, be warmed by 
& brillicoat yellow sui ard cooled by an icy pele noon. 
Shins eva grlleons, stormy seas end Crowning seilors, oll arc 
whiskee by cs you stencily cink towards the pit, tie very Cepts of tic 
Ceep biroak ‘ole, 
lio. otonous, ish’t it? 
Puno... You rit the bottom and let out « glorificd yell, 
‘ceroivl} or youll aunke the baby, 
i few seconds of shooting stars give wey to revsonsble sority. 
Sone sais eLverywrcre ic pitch black except for » switel wiich jovers 
erou'e corefully cvoiding your grssp. 
iveoiturlly, ‘<li ick tre pleee lights up. Not =. normel drytime 
or clecteic sort of ligt, but Meshes of purvler, oranges, yellows, 
GTEC. ae 


f-Lsing of orice, + whole troop of apples go marching past 
with exices ell over ticiy rony faces, © tiust is, if » Grarry Smith) acs 


frmales give wy to. rocking cheir, how on exrti will you cver 
get ovt of tis holc 

T) becomes davided with flying cocktail eticks beicg twow by 
6 Sexo Cr ong cruct set, wide. should by rigats be et onc in your ining 
room 

Grvzy,s 1 £6 ce posi 

foc world ot ts bottom of the hole continues to sheke dtnels up 
in tats wey for some tine, baie tue toy of unotier sole cones , webieie » tow rde you. 

WEL 2 dive uy swiuaser would be proud to iinve, you plunge 
headlong i: to the cleustron oble durknese. 

Lt stifles your brent ung, stiffens your limbs, Gullo your brei 
and é.° incredible ringie(, sietters the iiesvy silerce. 

Ooo wlnra, one person the wrong way down the bed, end snotuer 
Mone sy worrins. 


Mezzn Melone. 


Deathshead 


I told you last nicht 
there are moths upon Saturn 
that fly lazily 


throurh the roof gardens there 
Z\ \ v2. 
es 


% 4 
I told you last night that the sun \ ’) 
dies each evening / \ 
and that V N 
god dies each morning 
But you didn't care, 


I toid you the words — ~ 
lA 4 that might call up Asmodeus 


I wots out the score 
for the ghosts of Japan, f 
Pr 


Pa s 
Its? white butterfly light 
dics’ + seem to console me 
didn't take me back away 


Befox> we began, \ 
Le. 


7 You tld me the death vate 


in various places a [ 
) and esaid that moths | 
i i i —) \ 


wouid die on Saturn anyway, \ f 
ii eal 
ani Bein: to Saturn's particular deathrate ™~\ / 
. i*d rather lose you than the moths ; 
‘5 QWAaY.e ‘3 \ 


yf And «}). the while the piper was arma: 
to Suny it was too late ‘ 
that my mouth had been filled’ with aend kisses and soot 


\ 
that night,as I walked through ‘the dark streets \ 
of Saturn \ \ } 
the bodies of moths fell and treks underfoot i prc 
\ Alan lioore \ 
Rain 29/11/70 
The whole town had been stirred 
Rain, \ They all started to write 
Beating against the They got up and scribbled 
Window—panes, \ In the middle of the night 
Like 43 consecutive, The elders had been shocked, 
Tiray, ie Their tongues wagged disapproval, 
dium ree They ordered that some certain words 
* . Should have a hasty removal, 
iy Cooper But the writers stuck it out 


And their pens scratched in the night 
\ After all what did it matter? 
a ‘i \ Because they believed they were risht, 
si ae liegan jialone 


EYELIDS. 


The nonepolitice1 person oasked the "politico": 
Wht mkes you tick? Why?* 
The "politico" replicd, 
‘Everytime « buby is born,the first thing it docs,instinctively, 
is to open it's mouth ond cry. The second thingit should do,instinctively, 
is to open it's cyclidse--but not mony get that far.' 


Soulless supermarket shelves; 
Stashed undcrground graincries. 


People vegetating,dead and dying 

people in love with shit and lying; 
People with thoir freedom ig love 

people working for ideals not from above. 


Contrelly-hexted, fully-furnished 
slick,shic,shiny semis 

engrossed in glass and plastic; 
Bunboo-welled and unfloored. 
Porsdise lost and lured, 
festering homus~cum-slums. 


Bastardiscd, bronze babies 
vibriting with vitcmins, 
meticulous mothcr's meals, 
obsessed with obcsity, 
perambuluting in the park, 
snoozing in the sinog; 
Orcus'oricnt:1 orphons 
maddened ,nutcd mutilated, 
obese with worry 

obscene with sickness 
rotton with rickcts 
ravaged with riches. 


ion fleming. 


MINISTRY OF LOVE. 


" I will mee t you in a place where there is no darkness." 

In the black coridoors of the future: the echoes of the final footsteps 

have not yet died, and 

In the place where there is no darkness there is no lighte 

I turned, and with a fecling of orchestral glory 

Headed for the building with no windows. 

In the place where thore is no darkness there are no people, 

And the blank automata have inherited the morninge 

Echoes of machineguns blow with torn posters across the curfew emptied 
afterdark streets, and 

In the place where there is no darkness there is no hopee 

The cold embrace of the restraining jackets, tho kiss of the hypodermic. 

In the ministry of love the computors are copulating, 

And the se nsual eye of the telescreen winka wantonly at the condemned mane 

In the place where there is no darkness there is no tomorrow. 

The clicking of the steel capped boots over the metal floor, 

And in the dim light of Ausewitz *80 the gun bar rels are writing poems 

On the pock marked walls. - 

In the place where there is no darkness there are no priests, 

No last meals, no lact milese 

No final heroic smiles. 

And the walls havo eyes as well as earse 

I will meet you in @ placc where there is no darkness 

In @ sterilised purgatory of indifferent walls, 

4nd men who would weep themselves to sleep at night 

If there were any night, for 

In the place where there is no darkuoss there ere no dreamme 

And the muffled,. coundproofed screams. 

In the ministry of love 

There are all questions and no answers. 

All gaurds and no prisoners. 

411 corid ‘coors and no rooms, ' 

No reprieves at the last minute. 

No minutes and all years. 

All notices with no words. 

All coming and no going, 

Mae ees tt only open one waye 

All ten and no peoples 

All corpses and no martyrs, 

And we will never meet in the place where there is no time tO 


ALAN MOORB. 


Le = Me iki: \\. 
aie ye Y bp hme dl SIR 
mes : \ } 
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The River (A Song) | | 


The evening shadows through the ruined cestle flow 

Like waters rippling on the grass below 

The image of a battlefield in tapestry is hanging in the town 

And I'm wondering to go and look e#ound 

Ane a boct on the river tekes the evening in its shallows 

going home, " 
And the songs to the morning are to come again. eS 


The hills and the mountains are mine to roem, - 
And the leeves on the aut’ p trees are all flown 
And the blesting of the ~p in the morning is the song of the Gey, 
4s I turn around, end leo«x for things to Bays 

And a faireheaired ledy is walking down the rod. 

Only I cen feel the load on her mind. . fe 


' There ere birds on the river and they fly to the dusk 
That's settling in mist in the cool evening glow 2 
The images of yours are gathered from the trees Tt x 
And tuken on the river to be carried to the sexs. 

And a smile from the sunset settles on my brow 
I'll be coming to the river another dey, — ag 
But I doubt if, in fact, there'll be another day. 
° rile 


Gerald Claridge. 
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The Swans of the Moon. 


eeo0ue8 eoeoseoeoeseeeeasneeas 


The men of the North and the ice 
No longer believe <—Vt 
That their pure, white, majesticel birds 
Fly awey to the moon / 
When the sharp days of winter draw near. 
But perhens a few still fly off 
From some snowecapped mountain / 
Or slippery, glassy iceburg sa 
t™ To the round eutumn moon { 
— Who waits yearly for the gentle sound Pe 
Of their snowy feethers [ae 
Quietly pushing their way 
Through the stars. 
Perhaps in come for off igloo preset 
An Eskimo child still dreams 5 ean 
Loser Of the white Whooper swans, 
And maybe-he even believes it is the swans 
“= *. Who pale the moon in winter 
As they nestle in its rocky crags end craters 
Covering the hard greyness: 


With their soft, white down. re a 
So 


Megan Malone. 


fi 
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' where I cen live the life that 


Alone 


Sitting quictly, 

peainfally elo:e 

in the deserted garden 

except for my thoughts : 

and « drink to console them.... 
nearby 
people singing car-doors slamming 
a bus rumbles in the distance.... 

And thinking 

how peaceful. it could be 

on this plenet spinning relentlessly 

in the eternity of npace 

And wondering 

if happiness can still be found 

the happiness I want to find.... 

is there nowhere left 

accessible to me 


the recl me wants to 
or has Civilization ruined 
everything.» >. 
And feeling 
more alone 
than evor 


Tiny Ward A 


A VOICE OF FLAME. 


Dark sun % 
Derk flame 

His power 

His name. 

Cthuge. has returned from Formalhaut 
His domoin. ‘1H 
Flame seo 

Fire foam | 
Cracked rock { 
Molten stone 

Tne volcano lord from Formalhaut 
His home. 


DARK WINDS OF DIAMOND 
BLACK SEAS OF FLAME 

BLIND GODS AND DEMONS 

CRY OUT HIS GREAT NAME.... 


Alen Moore. 


RESURRECTION BEACH 4/12/70 


Twenty three fisher-wives **K v 
weep crystal. tears on the glassy shore, 
Black shawls of mourning ‘ ange 
envelope enxious brows. ai ni ae a P il 
Gaping fish lay rotting ; 
in stagnant pools of sline, aK 
Weather=beaten knuckles and wrinkles 
ingrained with salt, 
eyes of jet squint 
fearfully in the ominous night, 
that is day to. others, 5 
; oY 
A piece of wood a 
with blistered tar ae 
plays like a child in the shallows, | 
A rubber shoe, 
zs pees and laughing 
te’ tongue hanging out. v 


Black reflections in the trapped and forgotten puddles 

Grim like drowning madnen,leering through chipped 
tombstone teeth 

The dental Aeadeccere 

After the seaweed has claimed the corpses 

and the starfish go back to the stars 

Only the dead gulls are left, 

Festering in the grey morning. =, memes 


And Iearus is choking in a pool of nolten wax a 


In the ebony shadow of the battered hull 

A fire,giving up to the rain. 

Accusing codseyes,unblinking in the moon 
after the oysters sink screaming into the nire 


-stare blindly at a drowning merman,mouth crammed with sand 


and al1 was silent upon resurrection beach, 


Only the fisher-wives waiting 
For the great beast of revelations.e.e-. 


The crayfish have inherited the norningesee. 
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